put out here in my name, which I assure you and them are
forced and constrained/'

Meanwhile he had become virtually a prisoner, and had
been so from the first. After his landing he made his way
towards Edinburgh, acclaimed enthusiastically by the
people, and learned that Cromwell, fresh from Irish tri-
umphs, was marching north with his veterans to put the
Scots in their place. The King was eager to lead his men
into battle against the great rebel, but hardly had he joined
the army than the Scot chieftains withdrew him hurriedly.
The soldiers liked him dangerously; they responded to his
youthful enthusiasm and cheered him with more fervour
than they prayed. Argyll and his friends were not minded
to have Charles turn their weapons against them. They
forced him to retire to safety and idleness. Then they
turned the army over to the most inspired of the Presby-
terian divines and awaited the results confidently.

Armies moved slowly, and before they could meet there
was ample time for a lively war of pamphlets. The Scot
Presbyterians and the English Independents were well
matched for such a conflict. Between the piety of Argyll's
followers and that of Cromwell's aides there was nothing
to choose. Both were unbelievably learned in the Old Tes-
tament. The broadsides of the day bristled with intricate
references to Achan, David, Ishbosheth, Solomon. Some of
the scholars seemed to have dipped lightly into the New
Testament too, and on rare occasions their paeans of hatred
were launched in the name of Jesus Christ. More often
they took their inspiration from the pagan classics, and
before he had been in Scotland two months, Charles had
been called by the name of every tyrant in Greece or Rome.

While carrying on this congenial struggle, the Scot
clergymen were reconstructing their army on Biblical